
The Tragedie 


Thou hadftcald mcall thefe bitter names. 

£ 1 ;*. M*y. Why To I did, but looy^t for no reply; ' 

O let me make the period to my curie. 

G!». 7“is done by me and ends in Margaret, 

Thus hauc you breathed your curfeagainft your * 

M Poore painted Qijecnc,v4inc flounfh of my for. 
W'liy IfrewO thou fuger on tnat boticd fpidcr, (tune: 

Whoie deadly web iiifnarcth thee about? 

Foole, foole,rhoii whetil a knife to kill thy fclfe. 

The time will come when thou (haltwifli for me, 

To hdpe thcccurfe that poifoncd bunchbackt toadc, 

//?/? Falfcboading woman, end thy frannkccurfe. 

Lead to thy harrnethou mooe our patience. 

^ A/.Foule (liame voon you, you hauc oil mou'd mine, 
/ii. Werc you weii feru d you would be taught your duty, 
M. To (erue me well,you ail Ihould do medutie, 
Tcacn me to beyour Qiiecnc,andyou myfubcids; 

Oiferue me well, and teach your fclucs that dutic. 

Dor[ Difputc net with hcr,(hc is lunatique. 

Slu. M. Peace maiWcr Marqueife, you arc malapert, 

Your firc-new ftanipe of honour is fcarcccurrant; 

O thatyour young nobilitic could iudge, 

^hat t were to loofc it and be mifcrabicf 

many blafts to fhakc them,, 

afnd if they fall they dailithcmf.lues to peeces. 

Glo. Good coun cil marry, Icarnc it, learnc it Marques. 

Do>-/: Ittouchcthyou( my Lord ) as much as me. 

G/o. Y ca, and much more, but I was borne fo hieh» 
OuraicrybuildcthinthcGsdarstop, 

And dallies with the windc,and fcorncs thefunne. 

/i/. And lurncs the funne to niadc,alas,alas 

Witnes my funne,now in the ihadc ofdcath, * 

Whofe bright outlliiningbeamcs, thy cloudic wrath, 

Hath In eternal! darkncllc foulded vp ; 

Youraicric buildcth in oqr airiesneafti 
O God that feed If, do not lufFcr it ; 

As it was wonne with bloud, loif be it fo. 

^w^Haue done for lliame if not forcharitic. 

M Vege neither charitie nor lhamc to roc, 
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ofRichard thethrid. 

Vnchflrltably with me hauc you dealt. 

And Ibamcfully by you my hopes arc butcherd. 

My charitic is outrage,lifc my fhame, 

And in my (bamc ftill liue my forrowes rage. 

Hauedone. 

j^A{jry O princely Buckingham,! will kiilc thy hand. 

In i^tc oflcague and amitic with thee: 

Now fairc befall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments arc not fpotted with our blond, 

Nor thou within the compafTc of my curfe, 

Buck^ Nornoonebcrc,forcurresncuerpafIc 
Thelipsofthofethatbreaththemin theayre. 

M.llc not bclecuc but they afeend the skic, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyondcr dog, 

Lookc when he fawncs,hc bites, and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle thee to death? 

Hauc not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell hauc fet their markes on him, 

Andall their miniftersattend on him. 

G/o. What doth flic fay my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buck; Nothing that irefpeft my gracious Lord. 

Whatdocfl thou fcornc me for my gentle coun 
And foothc tb e diuell that I warnc thee from ? (fell 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he fliall fp'it thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poorc Margaret was a prophctcifc ; 

Liac each of you the fubiefts of his hate. 

And he to you,and all of you to Gods. Exit^ 

Hajl-. Myhairedoth fbndoncndtohearchercurfcs. 

Rm. Andfodoth mine,I wonder fliecs at libertie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I hauc done. 

I neuerdid hcrany to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you hauc ail the vantage ofthis wrong. 

1 was too hot to dofome body good. 

That is toocoldc in thinking of itnow : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 'y --- 
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